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But at the same time 
there were striking 
differences. Nyustul’s 
voice dragged as he told 
me that in some worlds 
towers and castles were 
being erected in the 
dangerous areas outside 
the guard’s control. In 
some worlds murderers 
ran free throughout the 
woods, killing innocents 
with no thought to the 
consequences. He went on 
and on, for he'd been 
watching the worlds 
constantly for the last 
few days. He'd dreamed 
of them, and he'd had 
visions of their fates. He 
would reveal none of this 
to me, but instead, 
collapsed onto his bed and 
slept. 


It was days later that 
Lord British invited me 
to visit his trophy room. 
I'd tried to forget about 
the shards of the Gem 
by then, losing myself in 
the majesty of the 


palace, and all the wine 
and food I could stuff 
into myself. Seeing Nystul 
in the trophy room 
arguing with Lord British 
about something brought 
me back to reality, and I 
realized just before they 
saw me that one of the 
shards was displayed 
prominently in the center 
of the room. I vaguely 
recalled there being a 
picture there before, but 
before I could remember 
what it was I was 

shocked into the present 
by the booming of Lord 
British's voice. 


He bade me come in 
and have a look at his 
newest trophy. A shard 
of the Gem in which you 
could see the daily life 
of Britannians ina 
distorted recection of 
reality. He seemed very 
pleased with it. Nystul 
was disdainful, but in the 
presence of our ruler he 
kept his head and made 
no disparaging remarks. It 
was while glancing at the 
shard on display that I 
realized which picture was 
missing. On a plaque just 
below the dais on which 
the shard sat were the 
words: SIEGE PERILOUS, 
and I recalled that it was 
a painting of my first 
trip to Sosaria through a 
moongate of that name. 


I spoke with Lord 
British for several 
minutes about the shard, 
and he explained that he 


was most curious about 
the world it contained. 
What if, he asked, the 
world inside this shard is 
the real world? And we 
are merely a copy of the 
truth. Perhaps our world 
would soon be crushed 
under the heels of a 
tyrant and with it’s 
destruction would come 
our doom. I spoke plain 
and true, explaining to 
Lord British that any 
world which I inhabited 
must be the true real 
world. I was surprised 
that he did not share my 
view. But he merely 
smiled and nodded and 
Nystul mumbled something 
about arrogance. 


Lord British was called 
away soon after, and 
once I was alone with 
Nystul he unloaded his 
doubts and fears on me. 
He led me back to his 
chambers and showed me 
one of the other shards. 
One in which war had 
broken out all across the 
land. I was reminded of 
the time I spent in the 
Stygian Abyss as I 
watched the battles play 
out through the shard. 
When he thought I'd seen 
enough, Nystul took the 
shard and wrapped it in 
black cloth. 


He told me that he 
planned to destroy it 
later, using a method he 
could not describe. He 
was fearful that the 
fates would make things 


worse in the worlds of 
each of the other shards. 
To me he gave the task 
of separating them. They 
have more power, he said, 
when they are together. 
They somehow remember 
their time spent as the 
Gem, and they try to 
force their way back 
together, he told me. I 
reassured him that I 
would distribute the 
shards out amongst the 
world. The shard of Siege 
Perilous would remain 
behind in Lord British's 
trophy room. The rest 
would be taken to the 
four corners of the 
world. 


I arranged to have a 
couple of the shards 
taken across land to 
remote locations in the 
woods or mountains. The 
rest I put on ships, to 
be taken far to the east 
and west, and in some 
cases around the world 
to distant lands. I don't 
know what happened to 
the shard that reminded 
me so much of the 
Abyss, but if Nystul is 
to be believed (and he 
usually is) then it's doom 
is forthcoming. I wonder 
sometimes, even now, 
what happened to those 
who inhabited that world? 


